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smart soft collars with long points on them, and was
quite surprised at the difference they made. Then he
had taken to folding his trousers and putting them under
the mattress, and had even taken his better pair down-
stairs once and ironed them. Now, after brushing the
coat and waistcoat and doing a little scratching here and
there with his pen-knife, he took these trousers from
under the mattress and thoroughly examined them.
He sat down on the edge of his bed, the trousers over
his arm, staring at the large hole in the old rug. But he
was not looking at the hole but through it, into Angel
Pavement, into the office. Mr. Golspie had just gone
away, and now Turgis suddenly realised that that fact
was tremendously important. It might mean that there
was no chance whatever of Lena coming near the office,
now that her father was not there. On the other hand,
it might mean just the opposite, that there was a very
good chance of her visiting the office, just because her
father was away. She might want something; she might
be in trouble; and Mr. Golspie might easily have told
her to come to the office. And now he remembered
hearing something, something that Mr. Golspie, at the
outer door, had shouted to Mr. Dersingham sitting in
the private office, a something that had to do with Lena
and "you people here," as Mr. Golspie had called them.
Turgis knew definitely that Lena was being left behind.
Well then, she might call at the office any day. There
was quite a chance, anyhow.   So there and then, he
decided that for the next twelve days or so, while Mr.
Golspie was away, he would shave carefully every
morning, put on his better suit and wear a clean collar,
and have his hair cut at lunch time on the following day.
Having thus made up his mind, he felt quite excited,

